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little furniture in it. As a matter of fact, all we had was
a camp-bed, an old sofa, and a chest which acted as kitchen
cupboard. At night I begged the Commissioner to take
my bed. Thanking me he refused, and camped on the
sofa. Next morning early, at five or six o'clock, he went
on his journey. I wanted to carry his bag, but this he
only allowed very unwillingly, saying that he liked to carry
his bag right round the world.

1 " The more work you give me the happier I shall be,"
he used to say. He was punctual to the minute. With
him to be late was unpardonable, and many an Officer and
comrade has received a sharp rebuke for being a little behind
time.

' Once he had a Meeting in a town on the Russian fron-
tier. We went into the public-houses beforehand to sing
and invite the people to attend. On the way back the
Commanding Officer said, " Commissioner, to-night you
will tell us plenty, won't you, about your wonderful world-
wide journeys? " A moment's silence followed. Then he
cried as a wounded creature might, " My God, we must
have souls to-night! We have only this one opportunity
in this place.'' The startled Officer had not expected such
a reply. The Commissioner seemed to feel like John Knox
when he prayed, " O God, give me Scotland, or I die ! " '

There is little in Railton's correspondence which
reveals those inner feelings about which he was always
so reserved; but extracts from a letter, written to
the late Consul Booth-Tucker,* show that at times he
must have been nearly overwhelmed by his problems
and difficulties:

* You could not,* he begins, ' have written with more
cheering effect than in the midst of the blackest week I
have lived through here yet, and that all the more because
you let out what deep waters you have been passing through
during your long time of weakness.

' I had almost a new revelation of the Cross the other
night as I lay awake puzzling how to arrange for Corps
left leaderless. I felt that in the sense of helplessness lay,
perhaps, after all the deepest sting of that hour when the
Saviour cried, " Why hast Thou forsaken Me? " Yet

*The Founder's second daughter, wife of Coiwni$sioxier Booth;*
Tucker.